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The PERSON s repreſented are, 


JEPHTHA. 

JEPHTH A's Daughter. 

Firſt and : 

3 f Elder of GiLE AD. 
CHORUS ogf Elders, Soldiers, Virgins, &c. 
SCENE before JEPHTHA's Houſe in the 

Land of Tos. 
1 


Scene before IEYHT HAV Houſe. 


SCENE I. Elders of GIL EAD entering. 


CHORUS. 


O22 E Sons of Gilead, ſeek the Lord, 
go "oe Your ſaddeſt, humbleſt Strain prepare. 
Wy Thou God provok'd, O ſheath the Sword, 
And thy returning People ſpare. 


Firſt Elder. Ja1R, great Judge of Mael, is 


no more, 

Offended Heaven corrects its rebel Sons, 

And ſells us to our Foes—From Miſpeb's Plains, 

Humbling before the Lord our Heads to Earth, 

Hither our wearied March we've led, to ſeek 

Another Leader 'gainſt th' invaſive Force | 

Of hoſtile Arms colleagued; JIEHRH T HA, the 
fam'd, | 

The mighty Man of Valour, great in Arms. 


A 2 Second 


[ 4 ] 
Second Elder. O how ſhall we behold his in- 
jur'd Face, 
From Gzlead's Plains, his native Seats, expell'd, 
To ſeek 
Another Dwelling in another Land ! 


SCENE I. 


JernTHA, Elders of Gilead. 


Firſt Elder. O mighty Leader, ſee, beneath 
thy Feet, 

Thy native Country, proitrate Gilead, ſues. 
Behold her ravaged Borders, view her Fields 
With hoſtile Arms o'erſpread, and Jordan ſwell'd 
Above his Banks, with paſſing Hoſts ſurcharg'd. 
JAIR, our Leader, ſleeps; in Camon ſleeps; 
And Jrael now, on Miſpeb's Plains encamp'd, 
Sees all around the Ammonitiſbh Tents 
Whiten her Fields; and ev'ry Moment waits 
His Ruin imminent ; —unleſs his God, 
Indulgent ſome belov'd Deliverer raiſe. 


. 


Jeph. Where are your Gods, your Idol. Train, 
Where all their boaſted Power ? 
Do they your Cries, your Tears diſdain, 
In this diftreſsful Hour? 
. Go-—to your choſen Idols bow ; 
Let them deliver Iſrael now. 


Firft 
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131 
Firſt Elder. Shameful Remembrance! with 
repentant Tears, 


' Neer to be waſh'd away—yet ſhall they flow, 
| In humbleſt Hope of Pardon. O be Thou, 


O great in Arms, in peaceful Wiſdom fam'd, 


1 be thou the Inſtrument of Heaven... 


Shew 1/rae/'s God again is 1/ae!s Friend, 


And owns our Cauſe by Conqueſt. Go, chaſtiſe 
Theſe lawleſs Sons of Ammon. 


: DUET. 
Firſt and Second Elder. 


O think what Toy to bim is 1 4 


Who ſaves his native Land from Woes ! 
O think thou art the Hand of Heaven 


To thunder Vengeance on its Foes ! 
Da Capo, 


Feph. Ill doth my native Land ſuch Grace 


deſerve ; 


Nor well beſeems it you, her Sons, to aſk, 


Or us to grant. Did ye not caſt me out 
An Exile, tho' a Brother? Did ye not 


With hoſtile Treatment chace me from thoſe 


Seats, 

Thoſe pleafing, native Seats, to ſeek new Bre- 
thren, 

New F riends, new Lands, new Dwellings to in- 
herit? 


And come ye now, cover'd with Guilt and 


bo 1 it 
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Shame, 
With 


Be thou our Head and Leader. 


[6] 
With Fears difpirited, to aſk my Aid 
'Gainſt Ammonitiſb Arms? Neceſſity, 


It ſeems, hath taught you Juſtice. 


Second Eld. —— Thou'rt our Hope, 


AIR. 


Againſt theſe new Alarms, 
Raisd by this hoſtile Band, 
Lead thou our conquering Arms, 
And purge thy native Land ; 
As thou'rt our only Hope, be thou our Guide, 
To fwell with Ammon's Blood our Jordan's Tide. 


Da Capo. 


Feph. Hence, ſhameleſs Men ! Compaſſion 
would be Guilt. 
Firſt Eld Reſent not now, but pity Gzlead's 
Crimes, 
That call the vengeful Hand of Heav'n tunſheathe 
The bloody Sword, and fill her Fields with 
Sorrow. 
Drive but theſe Sons of Ammon from our Land, 
Be Judge of Iſrael. 
All Elders. Be Judge of Iſrael. 


Jeph. Pity ſoothing melts the Soul, 
And dies each angry Thought controul : 


But 


* 


* 
But Thou bear Witneſs, Iſrael's God, 
'Tis not Ambition's bfty Charms, 
Nor empty Fame my Rage di arms, 
But Pity to the General Good. 
Da Capo. 


Firſt Eld. Cheriſh that Pity —'tis a Godlike 
e (Gueſt, 


Rercntioce, like a Cherub wing'd, hath reach'd 


Th Ane i ty Throne; and our Obeifance vow'd 
Our God accepts—Reſemble {raePs Lord. 


CHORUS. 


Elders, Our Prayers with God Acceptance find, 
Like him be good, like Him be kind. 


Feph. Thought I your vow'd Repentance were 
ſincere, 
Not hungry Eagles ſhou'd with ſwifter Wing 
Dult on their Morning Prey, than on theſe Sons 
Of lawleſs Rapine JEPHTHA's deadly Vengeance, 


Firſt Eld. Behold, before our God with 
Shame we bend. 


And to his great Commands Obedience ſwear, 
Willing Obedience——Adoration due. 


CHORUS. 


T, hou, univerſal Lord, 
For ever be ador d 


Our 


[ 

" 
| 
| 


« 
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Our Idol-Shrines in Duſt are laid, 


Our helpleſs Gads to Earth caſt low; I 
Part of that Earth of which theyre made, # 
To which they all their Godhead cue: * 


Henceforth to Thee, and only Thee, 
Iſrael ſhall bow the Knee. 

Thou, univerſal Lord, 

For ever be ador'd ! 


Jepb. No more---with Joy I undertake your 
Cauſe, | 
To Heav'n reconcil'd ; — and to the Lord, 
The Merciful the Juſt, be JepyTH A's Thanks 
For ever paid, who JEPHTHA's Arm hath rais'd 
In rael's Behalt, to Great FEHOY A H's 
Glory. 


AIR. 


God of Hoſts, whom we adore, 
For thy People ſtrike once more 
May JePHTHA to his Home return, 
With joyful Sound 
Of Conqueſt crown'd, 
And Ammon's Sons his Fury mourn, 


There, what ſiſt ſhall meet my Eye, 
Of pureſt Virgin Blood, 
A Viftim worthy God, 
Shall to Him devoted die. 
Here with lifted Hands I bow, 
To confirm this ſacred Vow. 
; C H O- 


Ir 


. 


[9] 
CHORUS, with warlike Inſtruments, 


God of Hoſts, whom we adore, 
For thy People ftrike once more 
May JEPHTHA to bis Home return, 
With joyful Sound 
Of. Conqueſt crown'd, 
And Ammon's Sons his Fury mourn. 
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NT I. 
by The Scene continues. 


SCENE I. JerpnHTHA returning in Triumph, 
Soldiers, Elders of Gilead, &c. 


Grand CHORUS. 
The Foes of Gilead are no more, 


Ammon 'our Fury mourns. 


JeenTH Aa, with Conqueſt crown'd, returns, 
And Slaughter's Work is ver. 


1. 


Jeph. O God, wwe own thy mighty Hand; 
To Thee the Praiſe be giv'n : 
Who call'd Us from a ftranger Land, 
To act the Will of Heav'n. 


* C H O- 


4 10 
CHORUS. 


Be all the Fame 
Of JernTH A's Name, 
To act the Will of Heav'n. 


JeenTHA's Daughter, and Chorus of Virgins, 
; within the Houſe. | 


AIR and CHORUS. 


Awake, awake each joyful Strain, 

And ſtriꝶe the trembling Strings: 
JErHTHA returns, with Conqueſt croum d, 
Let ev'ry Voice his Triumph ſound; 

Sweet Peace he brings 
On douny Wings; 

And evry Foy in bis vickorious Train. 


SCENE II. Ir PHTHA, Soldiers, Elders of 
Gilead, JEPHTHA's Daughter, Virgins, &c. 


Recitative accompany d. 


Jepb. What do I ſee, O Heav'n ? 

Daught, - © O my Father, 
With Joy I hail thy wiſh'd Return. 

Feph. | My Child ! 
Oh! my ill-fated Vow---curſt be the Day 
That gave me Life---yet, let me not blaſpheme, 


But 


[1 1 ] 
But bow ſubmiſs to Great F EHOY A Hs 
Pleatare, . 
Daught. O whence this dreadful Change ! 
What means thy Head, 
With Horror turn'd away? th averted Eye, 
Filld with ſad Tears, fix'd motionleſs on Earth? 
Is This my Welcome? this a Daughter's Joy, 
That flies with open Arms, and cheerful Smiles, 
To meet a dear-belov'd, victorious Father ? 


AIR. 


Ab! my foreboding Fears, 


What mean thoſe flowing Tears, | 
Thoſe Sorrows that weigh down thy Head ; 


Thoſe Sighs fuppre, 
That tear thy Breaſt, 
And ver thy Frame ſuch Horror ſpread ! 
Why all this Shew 
Of filent Moe, 
Our promis'd Foy to Sorrow turning, 
Our Songs of Triumph into Mourning ? 


Jepb. O Heav'n! with Pity view a Father's 
Fondnels, 
That would expoſtulate with Juſtice Infinite, 
And tax Eternal Mercy! — No, tis I, 
Tis I alone have call'd this Ruin down, 
And in my own involv'd a Daughter's Fate. 


B 2 AIR. 


* 
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[12] 
AL -- 
' Thou ſweeteſt Foy by Heaw'n beſtou d, 
The Spring, whence all my Comforts flowd, 
Art now my only Cauſe of Woe. | 
My Child ; my fond, my only Dear, 
Muſt Thou to Me this Doom ſevere, 
Ah! muſt thou to a Father owe! 
Da Capo. 


Danght. O ſpeak---- diſcloſe my Doom----I 
ſtand prepar'd, 
To meet the worſt a Father can inflict 
A Father on his duteous Child, belov'd, 
And by long Love endear'd.----Ah! why that 
Groan ? 
Feph. Tis thou, my Child tis thou alone 
haſt Power, | 
To force a Groan from JEPHTHA. 
Daught. —— O my Lord, 
Am I, am I the Cauſe? O let me fly 
Far from thy Sight, ne'er to behold thee more-- 


AIR. 


FI thy Grief, 
Thy Tears emplsy, 
Once thy Relief, 
So late thy Foy; 
To filent Floods, 
To loneſome Woods, 


Far 
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[73] 
Par from thine Eye 
O let me fy, 
Where never human Foot did trace---- 
In Shades conceaF'd Tl lie; 
There retiring, 
There expiring, 
Willing die, 
To buy a Father's Peace, 
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Da Capo. 
O blot me from thy Mind : 
Teph, O that I could! 


Daugbt. Now ſpeak thy worſt----unfold the 
fatal Tale; 


Tho' inſtant Death be there, I'll Rand the Stroke, 


For JEPHTHA wou'd forget me 
Jepb. Heav'n's Will be done! 


A I R. 


O Thou moft dear, 

Thy Soul prepare, 
To meet the Doom Pre fiworn---- 

See, at thy Feet I bow; 
Forgive my fatal Vow, | 
That fr om my Breaff my Child has Torn. 


Da Capo. 


Recitative accompany d. 

1 vew'd, before I . the War, 

If Heaun with ngueſt paid my Care, 7 
I vow'd--- (yet ob! * wilt thou bear ; 


Death from a Father's Tongue to hear? ) 
What 


14 


What Virgin from my Houſe firſt met my Eye, 
(Oh ! how can I relate 
A Daughter's Fate) 

What Virgin from my Houſe firſt met my Eye, 
Shou d to Heav'n devoted die. 


CHORUS. 
Elders of Gilead. 


O God of Might ! what Means this Stroke ? 
The Cup of Foy with Triumph crown'd, 
How haſt thou daſh'd it to the Ground, 

And all in Pieces broke ! 


AIR. 


Firſt Eld. But 9h ! behold the princely Pair, 
Sunk beneath this Weight of Care / 
In Grief too great for Words, 
They caſt their watry Orbs below, 
In dumb, unutterable Woe, —— 
Now He expands 
His lifted Hands ; 
She caſts on Heav'n a tearful Eye, 
As Each would challenge Succour from the $hy : 
Nor Heav'n, nor Earth a Remedy affords. 


CHORUS, 


1151 
CH OR Us. 
3 Elders of Gilead. 
1 But fee ! the dreadful Conflict's der; 


Their unexpreſſive Grief 
Finds in their Innocence Relief 


And vanquiſb d Death hath loft his Pow'r, 


Jeph. Can Heav'n delight in Guiltleſs Blood? 
Shall IEPHTHA, 
The judge of Vrael, like the Nations round, 
Offer his Child, and Mael's God blaſpheme 
With Moluch's horrid Rites? Ah! No. —— 
Daught. ----- No more ----- 


Haſt thou not Sworn ? ----- Is not thy Vow re- 
ceiv d 

By Jrael's God, and Thou return'd with Con- 
queſt? | 


TFeph. At ſuch a Deed my very Nature ſtarts, 
And Reaſon ſtands irreſolute - Away, 
I will defeat my Vow; and rather fall 
My Self the Sacrifice. — 
Daught, Anh! — never, —— No---- 
Never ſhall JepyTHA's Race to 1/rae/'s Sons 
He fatal deem'd ---- nor will I be the Cauſe 
Ot that ſure Vengeance, that muſt needs await 
Thy broken Vow, ſworn in the Face of Heav'n. 
Jepb. O matchleſs Virtue ! ----Here, ye Sons 
of 1/rael, 
Behold your Victim. 
All. Unexampled Maid ! 


Teph. 


. 
f 


— — S — — 


[16] 
Feph. O might I die for Thee! ---how ſhould 


1 tall. 
A willing Sacrifice! 


Recitati ve accompany d. 


Daught. That muſt not be ---- 
Well doſt thou teach me, that the Pangs of Death 
Are naught, when Jrael and a Father aſks em 
Yet, cer I fall, grant this my laſt Requeſt. 


A 1K. 


Let me awhile defer my Fate, 
And to the Mountains fly : 
There to bewail my Virgin State, 

And then return — and die. 


Recitative accompany d. 


Jepb. Go, and with humble Tears, and ceaſe- 
leſs Prayers, 
Invoke our God. O may He grant thee Strength 
T' encounter Death as bold, as in the Field 
I've ſought him in the Front of Mael's Hoſt, 
Begirt with all his Terrors! Oh! Farewell. 


AIR. 


Jeph. Here let me hold Thee to my Heart,--- 


And muſt we then for ever part ! 
Daught. Ceaſe, ceaſe to mourn : 
Again 1 ſhall return---- 


Jeph. 


[17 ] 
Jeph. Again return, to die | 
Cho. AVidtim worthy Iſrael's Lord! 
eph. Once more, my Child; one laſt En- 
1 brace, 

Der thou in Death our Name deface! - 
| Daught. I is decreed, 

And I muſt bleed. 
Both. Obey the Lord on high. | 


Grand CHORUS. 


Iſrael's Daughters, a fair Virgin Train, 
Shall each returning Year 
In Mourning Weeds appear, 
And weep thy Virgin State, 
In Honour of thy Fate. 
Two rolling Suns twice told, 
Shall theſe their Rites behold, 
And Jeen TH A's Daughter live in their bewailing 
Strain. 
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CHORUS. 


give Ear, 


8 Lands ye Mighty of the Earth, and 
| fear ; 


Iſrael's GO D demands our S Ong. 


RECITATIVE. 


More glorious far, more powerful than You 
Is HE, to whom the Song is due. 


ATK-and HO RUS. 


HE that in the Higheſt dwells, 
HE that in Strength of Arm excels, 


Te o HIM our Numbers, HIM alone, belong. 


RECITATIVE. 


From Seir, and from Edom's Plain, 
In Darkneſs when Jehovah rode, 
Lowly bow'd the Heav'n's Height, 
Clouds deſcended thick in Rain, 
The Earth beheld the ſolemn Train, 
And trembled at the Sight: 


AIR, 
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[ 22 ] 
AIR. 
Sinai's ſelf, with awful Dread, 


Submiſſive mov'd his hoary Head, 


And cwn'd the Preſence of the GOD. 


DUET. 


The Ways of Iſrael mourn d, 
All, all to Deſslation turn'd ; 

Till that I Deborah aroſe : 
Kings, in victorious Arms ally d, 
Without Controul, our GOD defy'd ; 

"Till that I Barak durſt oppoſe, 

And curb the Infolence of Foes, 

They came, they fled ; 

A ſudden Dread 

Tyr all their Hoſts were ſpread : 
The Heavens this Salvation wrought, 


The Stars for Iſrael fought. 
AIR. 
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Kiſhon, that antient Brook verflown, 
Beheld their quick Retreat; 

With Streams impetuous rolld them down, 
And haſften'd their Defeat. 


CHORUS. 


Rejoice, my Soul, to GOD reſume the Song; 
For thou thre Him haſt trodden down the ſtrong. 


RE CI- 


„„ 
RECITATIVE. 


Bleſt above Women Jael be, 
Partner of our Victory! 


When Szſera, with Wearineſs oppreſt, 
For Refuge ſought and Reſt, 
Come in, my Lord, come in, ſhe cry'd; 
With courteous Grace her Gueſt receiv d, 
With ready Aid his Wants ſupply'd, 
With Milk his Thirſt reliev'd. 


AIR. 


Sleep, his longeſt and his laſt, | 
Reclin'd his Head, and chos'd his Eyes; 


RECITATIVE.. 


Quick to the Hammer Fael flies, 
She ſtrikes the Blow, and nails him faſt. 


AIR. 
Proftrate he bows, he falls, be lies, 


He bows, and where he bows, he dies. 


Bla, above Women Jael be, 

Parti, of our Victory! 

Ye Men of Iſrael, ſee, and own, 

What Wonders are by Women done; 
Jael comfleats, what Deborah begun. 


RECI- 


1241 
RECITATIVE. 


Eager to ſee her Son return'd, 
The Mother with Impatience burn'd : 


AIR. 


Why flays my Siſera! | 
Oh! whence, whence this Delay ! 


RECITATIVE, 


i Swift is the Joy of Victory; 

1 Why drag his Wheels ſo heavily! 

Have they not conquer d! have not they 
Allotted out to each his Prey ! 

To each his Captive Fair ! 

To each of richeſt Needle-Work his Share ! 
Strange Miſgivings fill my Head; 

But, ſure, the Valiant muſt have ſped. 


ATR. 


No more returns thy Son to thee ; 
The fond miſtaken Hopes give ver : 
Nor Spouls ſhalt thou, nor Captives, ſee, 


i Thy Siſera returns no more. 
M CHORUS 


So periſh all thine Enemies, O LORD; 
li! Peace, laſting Peace, to Iſrael be reftor'd ; 
| And Thou, the God of Victory, ador d 
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AY 1 


WHY Ne 


D A I D's 
LAMENTATION 


O NEX 


SAUL and JONATHAN; 


Am ORAT s 


CH 0KUS, 
Qt: ING, 8 Prophet, the Defeat of 


Saul, 


His bleeding Death, and mighty Iſrael's 
Fall. 


Sing holy David, /oft to all Relief, 
Deſcribe his flowing Tears, and generous Grief. 


RECITATIVE. 


Now Saul was by the proud Ph:litines ſlain, 

And David march'd in Triumph from the Plain, 

When an Amalekite, who late had fled, 

(His Garments torne, and Earth upon his Head) 

Approaching David low Obeifance paid, 

Then, to the proſtrate Youth, the Chieftain ſaid- 

Whence art thou come ? The proſtrate Youth re- 
ly'd, 

From Hass Camp, once-dreaded rael's Pride. 

How, ſays the Chieftain, did the Battle go ? - - - 

Alas! he cries, my Story bleeds with Woe. 


AR; 


Iſrael 7s fallen, is undone, 

Part are ſmitten, Part are fled ; 
Mighty Saul: His darling Son: 

Both are va nguiſh d, both are dead. 


D 2 ee 


[ 28 ] 
RECITATIVE. 


David reſum'd (his Soul afflicted ſore) 

How know'ſt Thou that the Princes are no more? 
The Man rejoyns ; --- As late I chanc'd to ſtray 
O'er lofty Gilboa's ever-devious Way, 

Behold Saul lean'd on his oft-lifted Spear, 
(Chariots and Horſemen thund'ring on his Rear.) 
The King looks back, and ſeeing me, he cries, 


Arriv'd : ---- fays Saul, who art Thou? ---- Uſe 
no Fraud ? 

I anſwer : ---- an Amalekite, my Lord.---- 

The King then ſig h'd, as tho his Heart were broke; 


Tears pearl'd his Eyes, and thus he faintly ſpoke. 


AIR. 
Swift indulge thy cruel Aid 


To a Prince with Grief oppreſt: 
In my Boſom ſheathe thy Blade; 
Pierce my Heart, and give me Reſt. 


RECITATIVE. 


Seeing the King thus tortur'd in his Mind, 

To eaſe his crouding Woes I ſoon inclin'd, 
Knowing that his great Soul cou'd ne'er ſurvive. 
This Overthrow, and with Afflictions ſtrive.---- 
I now advance, irreſolutely-ſlow, 


Afraid, and yet reſolv'd, to ſtrike the Blow.---- 
My 


29 


My Hand's congeal'd.---He cries: Act well thy 


Part : ---- 
Amaz d! ---- I ſend the Dagger to his Heart. 


Trembling, I ſtrip the Coarſe; then, inſtanr, flee, 
And thus devote the precious Spoils to Thee. 


AIX. 


Take this Bracelet, deck thine Arm, 
Saul's it never more will bind. 

Take this Crown, that powerful Charm 
To a throne-aſpiring Mind. 


RECITATIVE. 


struck as with T hunder, David rends his Clothes, 
And calls for Vengeance on th' inſulting Foes. | 
His Men are mov'd, with Sighs their Boſoms | 
heave 3 | 


Silent they weep, and humbly faſt till Eve, 


CHORUS. | 
For Saul, for Jonathan, they faſt, they weep ; 
For Iſrael's Houſe their Sighs no Meaſure keep z 


For God's own People ceaſeleſs Anguijh feel, 
Cauſe all are fallin by the deſtructive Steel. — 


RECITATFTIVE. 
Says David, whence art Thou ? — The Youth 


goes on: — 
I'm an Amalekite, a Stranger's Son.---- 
Ah! 'cries the Chieftain) Wretch ! what haſt 
Thou done! 
1 
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A I R. 


Hoto cou'd Conſcience check her Stings, 
When thou temptedſt to deſtroy 

God's Anointed, Chief of Kings 
Saul, who form'd a Nation's Joy? 


RECITATIVE. 


Then David the Amalekite ſurvey'd ; 

Look'd penſive round, and to a young Man faid, | 

Advance: unſheathe thy Sword. — The Man 
obey'd. 

Piunge, plunge it deep, cry'd David, in his Side: -- 

He ſmote the Regicide, he fell: he died. — 

The Chieftain then: Thy Blood be on thy Head, 

For Thou a Monarch's ſacred Blood haſt ſhed ; 

As thine own Lips now teſtify'd too plain, 

Saying, the Lord's Anointed J have flain.— 

Here David, fix'd in Grief, with humid Eyes, 

Oer Saul and FJenatban thus breath'd his Sighs. 


DUE T. 
Sad Irael! thy Beauty's Pride, 
On yon high Mountain bleeding lies. 


How have the mighty Warriors died ! 
No weeprng J. tend to cloje their Eyes. 


RECITATIVE. | 
Never, O never! let this Guilt be known 
II Gath nor ſoread in ſcoffing Aſęalon; 
Left the Phjliſtine Daughters lift their Voice, 
The Daughters of th'Uncircumcis'd rejoyce. 


A1. 


— 


EST} 
. 


On Thee, Mount Gilboa, may nor Dews, 
Nor quick ning Rain from Heav'n be ſheg, 

To feed thy Plants; to cheer thy Views : 
Nor Fields of Offering grace thy Head. 


For, on thy Steep, the Shield of Saul, 
Of mighty Saul is caſt away; 

As ibo bed not been crown'd with Oil, 
Nor bleſs 4 by Heav'n's applauding Ray. 


RECITATIVE. 


* The Bow fam'd Jonathan fo ſtrongly drew, 

«* Diſcharg'd ſure Death, which ſwift as Light- 
ning flew : 

Where er the Splendors of his Falchion play'd, 

Rank fell on Rank, and all were breathleſs laid. 

His Bow, his Sword, immortal Dangers ſought; 

And conquer'd em, cauſe they for Mrael fought- 

Father and Son poſſeſs'd each other's Mind, 

So ſweet a Harmony their Souls combin'd: 

This, in the ſtrongeſt Friendſhips, had been 
try'd, 

* Soſtrong, Death's Iron Hand cou'd ne'erdivide,-- 


In manly Exerciſes both excell'd, 


* And with like Force a Combatant repell'd. 
| © Swifter than Eagles when they dart their Way: 
* Than Lions ſtronger, when they fight for Prey. 


CHO- 


* N.B. The Lines with Commas are left out in the Maſick. 


L 32 ] 
CHORUS. 


Daughters of Iſrael, weep o'er Saul, 
' Who cloath'd you in the brighteſt Dyes. 
With Sighs on Sighs bemoan his Fall, 


Whoſe Smile was Glory to your Eyes. © 


* Weep ver his Urn, whoſe deareſt Care, 
* Was to improve the op ning Mind; 
© To make you virtuous as you're fair, 


* And be the Wonder of your Kand. 


RECITATIVE. 


How are the Mighty fallen! O how lain, 
Midſt the wild Horrors of th'embattled Plain! 
O Jonathan! fo cruel was the Dart, 

All 1/rael bled when it transfix'd thy Heart. 
My Soul, young Prince, is deep diſtreſs'd for Thee; 
For thine, too often, was diſtreſs'd for Me. 
Thy pleaſing Converſe charm'd my Woes to Reſt, 
And wak'd the ſweeteſt Tranſports in my Breaſt. 
Not the fond Love of Virgins when they pine 
For abſent Youths, cou'd be compar'd to Thine. 


CHORUS. 


How are the Mighty fallen! O how flain! V 
Their Arms at random toſt 


Weir glitt'ring Trophies loſt ! 
How bleed their Hearts on the inglorious Plain ! 


SACRED ODE, 
By Mr. ADDISON. 
Set to Musicx by Dr. GREEMWE. 


RECITATIVE. 


H E ſpacious Firmament on high, 
With all the blue Etherial Sky, | 
And ſpangled Heav'ns, a ſhining Frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
Th'unwearied Sun, from Day to Day, 
Does his Creator's Pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to ev'ry Land | 
The Work of an Almighty Hand. f 


AIR. 


Soon as the Evening Shades prevail, | 
The Moon takes up the wondrous Tale. 
And nightly to the liſt' ning Earth 
Repeats the Story of her Birth : 


E Whilf 


„„ 
Whilſt all the Stars that round her burn, 
And all the Planets, in their Turn, 
Confirm the Tidings as they rowl, 


And ſpread the Truth from Pole to Pol 


RECITATIVE. 


What though, in ſolemn Silence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial Ball? 
What tho' nor real Voice nor Sound 
Amid their radiant Orbs be found ? 


CHORUS. 


In Reaſon's Kar they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious Voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they, ſhine, 

* The Hand that made 15 is ir 
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Third Chapter of HAARK KUR. 
| Paraphraſed by Dr. Broowis. 


The Mos rex by 
Mr. Mica. CHRIST. FESTIN G. 


CHORUS 
85 Re OR thee how do I mourn; 


+ Ny What Pangs Neg thee 1 feel; | 
8 So; Ab] how art thou become the Pagans 
Scorn, 


Lovely, unhappy Iſrael ! 
— 


RECITATIVE. 


A ſhivering Damp invades my Heart; 

A trembling Horror ſhoots thro' ev'ry Part. 
My nodding Frame an ſcarce ſuſtain 
The bitter Load I undergo ; 


E 2 ATR. 
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AIR. 


Speechleſs I figh ! the envious Moe 
Forbids the very Pleaſure to complain; 
Forbids my falt'ring Tongue to tell 
What Pangs for thee I feel, 

Lovely, unhappy Iſrael ! 


CHORUS. 


What Pangs for thee IT feel, 
Lovely, unhappy Iſrael! 
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The Won ps by 


Alexander Pope, Eiq; 
The Musi ck by 


Dr. G TE EN E, 
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I. 
ESCEND ye Nine! deſcend and ſing; 
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The breathing Inſtruments inſpire, ö 
Wake into Voice each filent String, N 
And ſweep the ſounding Lyre! 
In a ſadly-pleaſing Strain 
Let the warbling Lute complain: 
In more lengthen'd Notes and ſlow, 
The deep, majeſtick, ſolemn Organs blow. 
Hark ! the Numbers, ſoft and clear, 
Gently ſteal upon the Ear; 
Now louder they ſound, 
Till the Roofs all around 
The thrill Ecchoes rebound : 
Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The Strains decay, 
And melt away 


In a dying, dying Fall. 


IT. 


By Muſick, Minds an equal Temper know; 
Nor ſwell too high, nor fink too low. 
It in the Breaſt tumultuous Joys ariſe, 
Muſick her ſoft aſſuaſive Voice applies ; 
Or, when the Soul is ſunk in Cares, ü 
Exalts her with enlivening Airs. 
Warriors ö 


[ 40 ] 
Warriors ſhe fires by ſprightly Sounds ; 
Pours Balm into the Lover's Wounds : 


Paſſions no more the Soul engage, 
Ev'n Factions hear away their Rage. 


IIT. 


Amphion thus bade wild Diſſenſion ceaſe ; 
And ſoften'd Mortals learn'd the Arts of Peace. 
Ampbion taught contending Kings, 
From various Diſcords, to create 
The Mufick of a well-tun'd State, 
Nor flack nor ſtrain the tender Strings ; 
Thoſe uſeful Touches to impart, 
That ſtrike the Subjects anſw'ring Heart 
And the ſoft, ſilent Harmony, that ſprings 
From ſacred Union and Conſent of Things. 


IV. 


But when our Country's Cauſe provokes to Arms, 
How Martial Muſick every Boſom warms ! 
When the firſt Veſſel dar'd the Seas, 
The Thracian rais'd his Strain, 
And Argo ſaw her kindred Trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the Main, 
Tranſported Demi-Gods ſtood round, 
And Men grew Heroes at the Sound, 
Enflam'd with Glory's Charms: 
Each Chief his ſevenfold Shield diſplay'd, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining Blade ; 
And Seas, and Rocks, and Skies rebound 
To Arms, to Arms, to Arms! 


. | V. 


But when thro' all th Infernal Bounds, 


Which flaming Phlegethon ſurrounds, 


Sad Orpheus ſought his Conſort loſt ; 


| The Adamantine Gates were barr'd, 
And nought was ſeen, and nought was heard 


Around the dreary Coaſt, 
But dreadful Gleams, 
Diſmal Screams, 

Fires that glow, 

Shrieks of Woe, 
Sullen Moans, 

Hollow Groans, 

And Cries of tortur'd Ghoſts. 
But hark ! he ſtrikes the golden Lyre; 
And ſce! the tortur'd Ghoſts reſpire! 

See ſhady Forms advance! 

And the pale Spectres dance! 
The Furies fink upon their iron Beds, 
And Snakes uncurl'd hang liſt' ning round their 

Heads. 


VI. 


By the Streams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant Winds that blow 
Oer th' Elyſian Flow'rs : 

By thoſe happy Souls who dwell 
In yellow Meads of Ajphodel, 
Or 4maranthine Bowr's, 


E By 


=, 


| [42] 


By the Hero's armed Shades, 
Glitt'ring thro' the gloomy Glades ; 
By the Youths that dy'd tor Love, 


Wand'ring in the Myrtle Grove, 13 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to Lite; | 9 
Oh take the Huſband, or return the Wife! a 


He ſang, and Hell conſented 
To hear the Poet's Pray'r ; 
Stern Proſerpine relented, 
And gave him back the Fair. 
Thus Song could prevail 
O'er Death and o'er Hell, 
A Conqueſt how hard and how glorious ! 
Tho' Fate had faſt bound her, : 
With Shy nine Times round her, : 
Yet Muſick and Love were victorious. 
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St. CkciLIASs - Dar. 
At Oxford. 


By the late Right Honourable 
Joſeph Addiſon, Elq; 
Set to Mus1ck by 
Mr. MIC. CHRIST, FESTING. 
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F J. 
2X7 ECILIA, whoſe exalted Hymns 


In Choirs of warbling Seraphims 
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5 reſt, 
: Attend, Harmonious Saint, and ſee 
| Thy vocal Sons of Harmony; 
Attend, harmonious Saint, and hear our Pray'rs ; 
L Enliven all our earthly Airs, 


And, as thou ſing'ſt thy God, teach us to ſing 


of thee : 
Tune ev'ry String and eviry Tongue, 
Be thou the Muſe and Subject of our Song. 


II. 


Let all Cecilia's Praiſe proclaim, 

Employ the Echo in her Name. 

Hark how the Flutes and Trumpets raiſe, 
At bright Cecilia's Name, their Lays; 
The Organ labours in ber Praiſe. 


Cecihia's 


With Joy and Wonder fill the Bleſt, 


Known and diſtinguiſh'd from the 


» 
1 
t 


[ 46 ] 

Cecilia's Name does all our Numbers grace, 
From ev'ry Voice the tuneful Accents fly, 
In ſoaring Trebles now it riſes high, 

And now it ſinks, and dwells upon the Baſe, 

Cecilia's Name through all the Notes we ing, 
The Work of ev'ry ſkilful Tongue, 

The Sound of ev'ry trembling String, 
The Sound and Triumph of our Song, 
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For ever conſecrate the Day, 
To Muſick and Cecilia; 
Muſick, the greateſt Good that Mortals know, 
And all of Heav'n we have below, 
Muſick can noble Hints impart, 
Engender Fury, kindle Love; 
With unſuſpected Eloquence can move, 
And manage all the Man with ſecret Art. 
When Orpheus ſtrikes the trembling Lyre, 
The Streams ſtand ſtill, the Stones admire ; | 
The liſt'ning Savages advance, ; 
The Wolf and Lamb around him trip, ; 
The Bears in aukward Meaſures leap, 
And Tigers mingle in the Dance. 
The moving Woods attended as he play'd, 
And Rhodope was left without a Shade, 


IV. 
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[47] 
IV. 


_ Muſick religious Heats inſpires, 
It wakes the Soul, and lifts it high, 
And wings it with ſublime Deſires, 
And fits it to beſpeak the Deity. 
Th' Almighty liſtens to a tuneful Tongue, 
And ſeems well-pleas'd and courted with a Song. 
Soft moving Sounds and heav'nly Airs 
Give Force to ev'ry Word, and recommend our 
Pray'rs. 
When Time it {elf ſhall be no more, 
And all Things in Confuſion hurl'd, 
Muſick ſhall then exert its Pow'r, 
And Sound ſurvive the Ruins of the World: 
Then Saints and Angels ſhall agree 
In one eternal Jubilee : 
All Heav'n ſhall echo with their Hymns divine, 
And God himſelf with Pleaſure ſee 
The whole Creation in a Chorus join. 


CHORUS. 


Conſecrate the Place and Day, 

To Muſick and Cecilia. 

Let no rough Winds approach, nor dare 
Invade the ballow'd Bounds, 

Nor rudely ſhake the tuneful Air, 
Nor ſpoil the fleeting Sounds. 


Nor 


1481 
Nor mournful Sigh nor Groan be heard, 
But Glaaneſs dwell on ev'ry Tongue; 
Whilſt all, with Voice and Strings prepar d, 
Keep up the loud harmonious Song, 
And imitate the Bleſt above, 
In Foy, and Harmony, and Love. 
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St. CEKCILIA'Ss-D Ax. 
Set to Muſick by Mr. BOYCE. 


CHORUS. 


HE Charms of Harmony diſplay, 
"== Of Heav'ns Omnipotence a Ray: 
Sovereign Queen der Human Souls, 

Each Care, each Paſſion, ſhe controuls : 


On Earth ' ſhe ev'ry Pow'r can quell, 
And & brig departed Ghoſts from Hell. 


A I R. 


Tf the hopeleſs Lover's Heart 
Sinks mo oppreſs d with Wee ; 
Dead ned by the bleeds ng Smart, 
The Stream of Life runs bw. 
Mujick's healing Voice applied, 
He hears away his Pain; 
Gently ſwells the Spirit's Tide, 


Then briſkly ſprings again. 
G 


TRIQ, 


501 
TRI O. 


Mdere Peace prevails, and Plenty flows, 
Theſe Bleſſings Harmony enſures, 

Heigbtens the Foy which Peace beſtows, 
From Plenty new Delight procures. 


AIR. 


In War's fierce Alarms 
The Braveſt ſhe warms. 
By Mufick elate, 
Nor fearing to die, 
T doubtful's their Fate, 
To Batt they 9 fy. 
When the Trumpet loudly calls 
To Arms, all Terror falls: ; 
Roug'd up, ev'n. Cowards boaſt, 
Their Fright in Courage leſt. 


RECITATIVE. 


Yet is not Melody confin'd 
To ſooth the Breaſts of human Kind: 


Her piercing Sounds can quickly wing 
Their Flight to the Almighty King. 


CHORUS. 


Cecilia fings, and ſtrikes the. Lyre ; 
Her melting Notes with Raptures fire; 


Heav'ns Gates fly open at her Plaint, 
And raiſe the Woman to à Saint, 
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By Mr. 


F O R 


„EE CI LIAN. 


LocEK MAN. 


et to Muſick by Mr. BOT CE. 


2 


T the Deſire of ſome Friends J attempted the following 
Piece; but afterwards, upon their pointing out a great 
Number of Places, which they convinced me were not ſo fit 


for Muſic as they might be made, I alter'd them. I like» 


wiſe ſuppreſs'd ſeveral Recitatives and Airs, and threw 
in others; ſo that the following Piece may properly be con- 
fidered as the Muſical O DE for St. Cxcitia's-Davr. 


1. L. 


TEST 1 


CHORUS. 
EE fam'd Apollo and the Nine, 


O, Pindus fowry Hill! 

| Their Notes, that in loud Concert join, 

* The winding Valles fill: 

J aſſembled Deities all their Art diſplay ; 
Love, the great Theme, of their united Lay. 


DUET. 


Immortal Love, with tuneful Lyres, 
Lo! the Song to Thee we raiſe ; 
Thou, who ev'ry Breaſt inſpires, 
Thus to warble forth thy Praiſe. 
* Thy Bleſſings, which for ever flow, 
3 Speak thee gracious and divine. 
1 Jicbanting Power ! to thee we owe, 
4 Worlds on Worlds that round us ſhine. 
F [Da Capo. 
1 RECITATIVE. 
Aloft the Strains melodious {wiftly fly, 
The Ather pierce, and reach the inmoſt Sky: 
The Clouds divide, the Gods appear around; 
dilent they bend, attracted by the Sound. 


AIR. 


541 


AIR. 
When a tender, virtuous en, 


Mutually two Lovers feel; 
When their ſecret Inclination, 

Stghing they in Words reveal, 
Thus to languiſb, 
Pree from Anguiſh, 

O what Tranſports they enjoy ! 

Theſe are Treaſures, 
Theſe are Pleaſures, 


Charm the Soul, and never cy. 
RECITATIVE. | 


Hark ! the loud Trumpet calls a Youth to Arms; 

By Glory rouz'd, he pants for Wars Alarms. 

In vain his Nymph's fond Tears would tempt his 
Stay; 

He breathes a Sigh, then tears himſelf away. 


AIR. 


The Hero whom a Fair-One ſires, 
 Untaught to yield, 

Haſtes to the Field: 

Midſt fierceſt Foes, 
if Intrepid goes ; 
þ He charges, and the Hoſt retires. 
! Whilſt round be whirls bis fatal Spear, 
i The Drum's hoarſe Voice, the Cannom Roar, 
l Are ghrious Mufic to his Ear; 
| For ſoon the Foe will Life implore. [Da Capo. 
| | RE CI 


58 J. 
RECITATIVE. 
Ahl ſay, cou'd Painting, cou'd the weeping Muſe, 


Soft-moving Words, or gloomy Colours chuſe, 
Tho' the Twin Arts had all their Powers combin'd, 
To draw a dying Lover's tortur'd Mind, 


„ 
8 


AIR. 


What cruel Pangs the Lover feels, 
Who ſoon muſt bid adieu, 

To her whoje Face a Heaven reveals, 

MM bich he no more muſt view ! 

But doom'd to wander, loft, forlorn, 
In myrtle Spades below : 

Doom d his own Fate, his Mympb's to mourn, 
And nouriſh endleſs Woe. 


RECITATIVE:; 
Thus whilſt the Muſe Love's boundleſs Influence 


be. ſings: 


The Gods applaud, and all Olympus rings. 
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* Sprung from Gods, immortal Love, : 

Y O'er the Mind triumphant reigns : b 
* Fond'rous Pouer ! by thee we prove, | 
3 Bitter Sweets, and pleaſing Pains. 


PART 


PART II. 


CHORUS. 


AI Harmony ! amazing Source, 
2 Of Bleſſings Gods and Men enjoy; 
A Inſpir'd, we ſing thy awful Courye, 
Which ceaſing wou'd the World deſtroy. 
'Till thou cam'ſt forth all Nature lay 

Dark as the Abyſs profound : 
But at thy Gloom-aiſpelling Ray, 

Inchanting Glories darted round. 


AIX. 


Gracitus Power, to thee ue owe 
Mrufic, Daughter of the Sky : 

Softeſt Spell to lighten Woe ; 
Strongeſt Charm to heighten Joy. 


RECITATIVE. 


At Muſic's ſacred Name, a Blaze of Light 

Streams round the Globe, and inſtant takes from 
Sight 

The liſt'ning Deities, the Muſes Hill; 

Huſh'd are the Sounds, and the whole Ether ſtill. 


AIR. 


E 
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[ 57] 
ATR; 


With Celeſtial Glory crown'd, 
(Awful Saints exulting round) 
See Cecilia flow deſcend, 

And to Earth her Progreſs bend ! 


Their bright Charge, thro Fields of Air, 
Angels on their Pinions bear : 
Waft her Harp along the Sky, 
And, inchanted, round ber fly. 
Da Capo. 


_ RECITATIVE accompany'd. 
Mortals, in Hymns of tuneful Joy, 


Her Preſence greet, her Virtues praiſe ; 
Their nobleit Inſtruments employ, 
And, as to Heaven, their Voices raiſe. 


In folemn Chorus now they join, 
And now diſtinct they ſound. 

On Hautboys, warbling Flutes refine, 
And ſpread Inchantment round. 


Gently each Breaſt gay Viols warm, 
And wake a fond Deſire; 

With lofty Accents, Trumpets charm, 
And mighty Thoughts inſpire. 


The Trebles raiſe, the Baſſes fink, 
By Turns the raviſh'd Soul; 

Strange Magic, at the Ear to drink, 
Sounds that each Pulſe controul! 


H AIR. 


(58 ] 
AIX. 
Mu ſic, gendly-ſoothing Power, 


In what Cloud-ſurrounded Bower, 
Far remov'd, in deep Diſguiſe, | 
Doſt thou hide from human Eyes? 4 
What art thou, ſiveet Being, ſay, 3 
When thou warbleſt from the Spray; 4 
When thou wak'ft the ſleeping String; 4 
What art thou when Angels ſing? L 

Da Capo. | 


REGITATIVE. 


Pleas'd the Celeſtial Viſitant ſurveys 
Mankind, thus celebrating Muſic's Praiſe. 
Swift o'er her Face ſeraphic Glories play, 4 
Whoſe Splendors emulate the ſolar Ray: 1 
Cherubs around the ſacred Minſtrel throng, 4 
Whilſt Mortals thus purſue the joyſul Song. | 


„ — ES 1 


DET. 


As Nature with the Sun revives ; 
The Magnet Kindred Iron draus; 
As Cold with Heat inceſſant ſtrives ; 
Each Orb obeys the gen ral Laws : 
So Sounds harmonious, ſoft or firong ; 
Airy or grave, or ſharp or ſweet, 
The Paſſions fondly draw along, 


Whilſt, round each Heart, the Accents beat. ; 
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AIR. 


The Captive bound in rankling Chains, 
Who ſadly of his Fate complains, — 
Tf Mufic ſpeaks, no Anguiſh knows, 
But ſweetly lulPd, forgets his Woes. 
Her Voice can ſooth the fierceſt Grief, 


And ver the Mind breathe ſoft Relief. 
Da Capo. 


RECITATIVE. 


The melting Theme tranſports each mortal 
Breaſt ; 

Wakes ev'ry Joy, and gives to Sorrow Reſt ! 

And whilſt the Strains the ſofteſt Thoughts in- 


ſpire, 


A Voice proceeds, and lifts the Subject higher. 


AN. 


Mufic can the Paſſions raiſe; 
Wake the Soul with faweet Surprize, 
S7W1ftly as the Lightning's Blaze, 
O'er the Earth, wide-ſpreading, flies. 


RECITATIVE. 


Now the #therial Lyriſt ſweeps the Strings, 
And thus, reſponſive to her Harp, ſhe ſings. 


H 3 AIR. 


[ 60 } 


. 


Mortals ſcorn the boaſted Nine; | 
Sing of Love, but Love divine, | 
Vain are all terreſtrial Things. 1 
They or ſoon, or late decay, | 
Flouriſh now, now glide away, 1 
Blades of Graſs, and Thrones of Kings. $ 
Da Capo. 


RECITATIVE accompanied. | 


Leave tranſient Joys, and raiſe the Theme 
To Glories which inchant the Eye ; | 

Where endleſs Sun-ſhine, Bliſs ſupreme, co 
Encircle thoſe who wing the Sky. | 8 

Diſplay his Goodneſs, hail his Mig . | 

Who Nature call'd from boundles Nig ht, 

And pour'd o'er all a Flood of Light. 

Thus will your Hymns like "pas, rife, | 


To Heav'n a grateful Sacrifice, 
And draw new Bleflings from the Skies, 


Grand CHORUS. 


Diſplay his Goodneſs, hail his Might, 
Abo Nature call'd from boundleſs N br, 
And pour d der all a Flood of f Light. 
Thus will your Hymns like Incenſe riſe 
To Heav'n a grateful Sacrifice: 


And draw new Bleſſings from the Skies, 
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MAT MORNING. 


The Worps by MILTON. 
The Music by Mr. M. C. FESTING. 


RrCITAT Iv, 7ntroducd by a Paſtoral Sym- 
phony of Flutes, &c. 


OW the bright Morning Star, 
WE Day's Harbinger, 

Comes dancing from the Eaſt ; 

And leads with her the flow'ry M A 7 
Who from her green Lap throws | 
The yellow Cowſlip, and the pale Primroſe. 


AIR. 


[62] 


AIR. 


Hail bounteous May that deft inſpire 
Mirth, and Youth, and warm Dejire. 


DUET. 


Woods and Groves are of thy Dreſſing ; 
Hill and Dale do boaſt thy Bleſſing. 


CH URDU S 


Thus we ſalute thee with our early Song, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 
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JUDGMENT 
FSSEECTEISES 


A MM AaiSeQURE 


Set to Muſick by Dr. GztzENns. 


The ScENE is a wild uninhabited Wood. 


The PERSONS repreſented are, 
HERCULES, 
PLEASURE and 


VIRTUE, with their ſeveral Trains. 
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SCENE; 
HERCULES enters alone, 


RECITATIVE. 


ee HIT HER hath roving Thought my 
NE Steps miſled ? 
How wild this Gloom! How aweful 
is this Shade! 


All join to waft the Mind in deep' ning Thought 
Above this Earth---to mingle with the Gods, 


AIR. 
Greateſt, beſt, and migbtieſt Name, 


Immortal Author of my Frame, 
Inſtruct my Heart, direct my Mays, 
Nor let me err in Life's wild Maze. 


[Sprightly Muſick at a Diſtance. 


I RE CI- 


66 


RECITATIVE. 


What Sounds ſo differing from the ſolemn Scene! 
And lo! a Form of more than mortal Grace, 
Out-luſt'ring Nature's Elegance ; and deck'd | 
With rich Profuſion of elab'rate Art! 4 
This Way ſhe moves, with all her gliſt'ring Train 
Gilding the ruſtling Leaves---What Genius led, 
What God to this bleſt Interview my Steps? 


SCENE u. 
PLEASURE enters to him, with her Train. 


Hail, beauteous Form, celeſtial Wonder, hail ; 
For certain nor yon Caves, nor theſe rude Woods 
May ſhirowd your Beauties in their humble Shade. 
. Pleaſ. Wonder not, Youth ; oft have ætherial 
Shapes 
Left their ambroſial Seats, and on leſs Cauſe 
Than this our preſent Theme, Think on that 
Night, 
Whole doub e Darkneſs wrapp'd immortal Jove 
In mortal Bus; and on thy Form beſtow'd 
Superigur Vigour, more than mortal Grace 
Love's Goddeſs ſmil'd, and bleſt the ſacred Theft. 
Follow thy Parent- God. --- "Tis Pleaſure bids, 
Pleaſure, whom Heaven and Earth, whom Gods 
and Men | 
With Pride obey, and the ſoft Slavery bleſs, 


IX. 


67! 


AIR. 


Hence, to ſofter Climes away, 

Purer Air, and brighter Day-— 
Where thouſand melting Pleaſures, 
Move to ſoft Lydian Meaſures ; 
And Satyrs mix their Dances 

With Teſts, and fleering Glances : 

Whit eo'ry feet Arethuſe, 

Leaves to guide ber chryſtal Sluice; 

And ev'ry wanton Weod-Nympb ſings, 

To the gay Muſick of their Springs 
Hence, to ſofter Chmes away, 


Purer Air, and brighter Day. 


Herc. To ſuch Delights nor Virtue, tho' ſevere, 
Can be averie----and youthful Nature prompts. 


VIRTUE enters with ber Train. 


Vir. Fond Youth, with Caution hear her artful 
Tale, 

With falſeAllurements mix'd,and Reaſonings vain. 

On this important Moment, know, depends 

Thy After-life of Glory, or of Shame, 

By looſe Enjoyments won, or hardy Toils 

Thy Choice awaits thee—- 

But in that Choice remember thou'rt a Man, 

Intelligent, of Reaſon's perfect Law 

Partaker with the Gods; but in Degree 

Imperfect, liable to Error thence. 


12 AIX. 
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AIR. 


This ſacred Boon, divine and fair, 
Reaſon, beſt Gift by Heaven beſtou d, 
With Thanks receive, and uſe with Care ; 


Follow and be thy ſelf a God. 


Pleaſ. Never can Reaſon Toil prefer to Eaſe. 

Lirt. Never can Eaſe to Glory lead, or Fame. 

Pleaſ. Glory and Fame to ſoft Delights are Foes, 

Virt. Whom Glory fires, no ſoft Delights can 
move, 


N10. 


VIRTU E, PLEASURE, HERCULES. 


Virt. and Pleaſ. Hither turn thee, lovely Youth, 


Hark to Nature's L- et Voice 

leaſ. Scothing Pleaſure. 
Virt. Godliꝶe Truth 

Virt. and Pleaſ. Court thy Mind, and tempt thy 


Chotce. 


CHORUS of their ſeveral Attendants. 


Chor. Hither turn thee, lovely Youth, 


Hark to Natures) eber * oice. 
pleafing 


Herc. 


1 69 
Herc. Doubts diſtract my dubious Choice, 


Chor. Hark to Nature's * 1 oice. 
pleaſing 

Herc. Sweet Pleaſure, lead me far away— 

Virt. To Eaſe inglorious, endleſs Shame. 

Herc. Thy Voice, O Virtue, I obey. 

Pleaſ. Midſi thankleſs Toils, and envied Fame. 
Chor. Hither turn thee, lovely Youth, &c. 

Da Capo Chor. 
Plea. And doubt'ſt thou till to ſcorn this moral 

| Cheat ; 

And needs there yet Perſuaſion to be bleſt ? 

Pleaſure is mine----and ts Enjoyment woos, 

And asks immediate Uſe. Sure are my Gitts, 

And only by th' Enjoyment well deſerv'd. 

No Web I weave, that others may be warm'd, 

No Field I plow, that others may be fed ; 

No Lite I loſe, that others may be ſafe ; 

But live, and Life enjoy on others Toil, 

Sunk in the Velvet Down of Luxury. 


AIX. 


Let no Joy untaſted go: 
Short's the Pleaſure, 


Thou canſt meaſure, 
Sei ge the Minutes as they flow. 
_ Seaſons paſs with fleeting Time, 
The preſent Moment is the prime. 
Da Capo. 


[ 70 ] 


Virt. O vain, deluding Sophiſtry of Vice! 
What Fruit hath ſlothful Eaſe, but future Pain? 
What Fruit hath gen 'rous Toil in Virtue's Cauſe, 
But future Peace, midſt never-ending Day; 
And ſtill ſucceflive Joys, in Memory 1 weet, 
Of Actions great and good; in virtuous Fame 

For Cities ſav'd, for Conqueſts well atchiev'd, 
For Counſels greatly proſper'd, for foul Wrongs 
Juſtly reveng'd, for haughty Tyrants ſhin ; 
And (if the Gods ſo will) a glorious Death 
In Liberty's Deſence—A Country's Cauſe? 


A I R (without Symphony. ) 
HERCULES: 


Glory fires me © 
Fame inſpires me 
Sacred Truth I own thy Name. 
Wanton Love, inglorious Eafe, 
No longer move, no longer pleaſe--= 
Pleaſure's Charms are now no more, 


Da Capo. 
Pleaſ. Rejected ! ſcorn'd! boaſt I my bound- 


leſs Power, 
(Boundleſs till now) over Men and vaſſal'd Gods ? 
Does high Olympian Jove my Nod obey, 
And various Shapes immaſk the radian: God 
From mortal Eye? Stamp'd he that graceful 
Form, 
For ee fram'd, beneath the Huſband's 
Shape 
| Delufive ? 


[71] 
Deluſive? In the Womb my Slave ordain'd 
Rebell'ſt thou now——my pleaſing Power, weak 
Boy, 
Cold in thy Mother's Virtue thou diſown'ſt —» 
Aud never ſhalt thou know a Joy beyond 
The taſteleſs Saws of Virtue's holy Chair. 


ATR. 
Amway, to endlefs Toils, fond Boy, 


Away, her fancy'd Charms enjoy: 
Go, waſte thy Blood, 
For other's Good 
Thy vainly-boaſted Fame 
1s all an empty Name : 
Go die---and know thy [oils and Labour paid 
IWith but a Name, a Bubble, and a Shade. 


Herc. She's gone- What warring Paſſions ſhook 
her Frame! 
Her Bcautics faded as her Rage aroſe, 
And as I look'd (amazing Change!) ſhe ſeem'd 
A manueſted Fury----- 
Virt. Her trueſt Shape; 
Whilſt ſacred Truth for ever is the ſme. 
I Here reſt---And know thyſelf for higheſt Deeds 
Predeſtin'd from thy Birth; Friend of Mankind. 
Inn Infant Bands, when to thy tender Age 


M Two mighty Monſters of the Serpent Kind 
Threaten'd invenom'd Death, both died by 
Thee: 
$ 


Prefage of nobleſt Act! No Lion fierce, 
Nor 


«12 
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Nor elſe whatever breeds the Savage Wild, 


No Tyrant, Monſter of the fiercer Kind, 
Thy Plow ſhalt withſtand, Thus ſhalt thou 


live 


The publick Wonder, and the publick Praiſe, 


And build by Virtue an eternal Name, 


Grand CHORUS. 


'Midft ſcorching Suns, and chilling Snows 
The Heroe burns, the Heroe glows ; 
To bright Renown by Toils he marks his Road 
At length a ſweet Repoſe he finds, 
His Memory lives in godlike Minds, 
Himfelf enrolld amongſi the Gods a God. 


pE LE Us and THETIS. 
A MAS u E, 


3 1 


The Late Lord LANS DOWN. 


Set to Muſick by Mr. BOE. 


. IS — a 
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ſhould prove greater than his Father, Jupiter 


The ARGUMENT. 


ELEUS in love with Thetis, by the Aſſiſtance 

of Proteus, obtains her Favour ; but jupiter 
inter poſing, Peleus, in Deſpair, conſults Prome- 
theus, famous for his Skill in Aſtrology ; upon 
whoſe Prophecy, that the Son born of Thetis 


: 
b 
> 


defiſts. The Prophecy was afterwards verify 
in the Birth of Achilles, the Son of Peleus. 


PRERSONS zn the MasqQuE. 


Jupiter. 0 5 - Prometheus. 
Peleus. Thetts, 
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Prometheus appears upon Mount Caucaſus 
» KF chain'd to a Rock, with the Vulture at his 
' Breaſt, Peleus enters, addreſſing himſelf to 


* Prometheus, 


ter 
ne- 
pon 
etis 
iter 


T 


PELEUS. 


RECITATIVE. 


With certain Pain, uncertain of Relief, 
True Emblem of a wretched Lover's 
Grief! 
To whoſe inſpecting Eye 'tis given 
To view the Planetary Way, 
To penetrate eternal Day, 
And to revolve the Starry Heaven. 
To thee, Prometheus, I complain, 
And bring a Heart as full of Pain. 
Prom. From Jupiter ſpring all our Woes, 
Thetts is Fove's, who once was thine ; 
"Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppoſe 
Thy Torturer, and mine. 


1 
: K 2 Contented 


[76 ] 

Contented with Deſpair, 

O Wretched Man! reſign 
Whom you adore, or elſe prepare 
> For Change of Torments, great as mine. 
+ "Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppoſe 
D. Thy Torturer and mine. 

Pel. In change of Torment would be Eaſe; 

Could you divine what Lovers bear, 
Ev'n you, Prometheus, wou'd confeſs 
There is no Vulture like Deſpair. 


Prom. Cea.e, cruel Vulture, to devour. 
[| Pel. Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain. 


— — 


THE T IS enters. 


li Theft. Peleus, unjuſtly you complain. 
{ The Gods, alas! no Refuge find 
0 From IIIs reſiſtleſs Fates ordain: 
I {till am true and would be kind. 


AIX. 


Pel. To love and to languiſh, 
To figh and complain, 
How killing's the Anguiſh ! 
How tormenting the Pain! 
Sui ug, 
Purſuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 


L 77 ] 


O the Curſe of Di/dain, 


How tormenting's the Pain! 
Da Capo. 


RECITATIVE. 


Theft. Accurſed Jealouſy ! 

Thou Jaundice in the Lover's Eye, 

Thro' which all Objects falſe we ſee ; 
Accurſed Jealouſy ! 

Thy Rival, Peleus, rules the Sky, 
Yet I ſo prize thy Love, 

With Peleus I wou'd chuſe to die, 
Rather than reign with Fove, 


JueITER appears deſcending. 


ATR. 5 


But fee, the mighty Thunderer”s here; 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly; 


The Thunderer ! the mighty Thitkderer ! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 


A full Chorus of all the Voices and Inſtruments 
while Jupiter is deſcending. 


CHORUS. 


[78] 
CHORUS. 


But ſee, the mighty. Thunderer's here ; 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly ; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty Thunderer |! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 


JuP1TER being deſcended. 
RECITATIVE. 


7Zup. Preſumptuous Slave, Rival to Fove, 
How dar'ſt thou, Mortal, thus defy 
A Goddeſs with audacious Love, 
And irritate a God with Jealouſy ? 
Preſumptuous Mortal--- hence--- 
Tremble at Omnipotence. 


ATR 


Pel. Arm'd with Love, and Thetis by, 
fear no Odds 
Of Men or Gods, 
But Jove himſelf defy. 
Jove, lay thy Thunder down, 
Arm'd with Love, and Thetis by, 
There is more Terror in her Frown ; 
And fiercer Lightmng in ber Eye. 
Da Capo. 
RE CI- 
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RECITATIVE. 


Jup. Bring me Lightning, give me Thunder, 
HFJaſte, ye Cyclops, with your forked Rods, 
This Rebel, Love, braves all the Gods, 
And evry Hour by Love is made 
Some Heaven-defying Encelade. 
| Bring me Lightning, give me Thunder. 
T. & P. Jove may kill, but ne'er ſhall ſunder. 
Fup. Bring me Lightning, give me Thunder. 
P. & T. Jove may kill, but ne'er ſhall ſunder. 


AIR. | 
Thet. Thy Love, ſtill arm'd with Fate, 
Is dreadful as thy Hate: 
O might it prove to me, 
So gentle Peleus were but free; 
O might it prove to me, 


As fatal as to loſt conſuming Semele ! 
Thy Love, ftill arm'd with Fate, 
Is dreadful as thy Hate. 


RECITATIVE. 


Prom. Son of Saturn, take Advice 


From one whom thy ſevere Decree 
Has furniſh'd Leiſure to grow wile : 


Thou rul'ſt the Gods, but Fate rules thee. 


8 


801 


A IR. 


 Whoeer th immortal Maid compreſſing, 
© Shall taſte the Foy, and reap the Bleſſing, 
Thus th' unerring Stars adviſe ; | 
From that auſpicious Night an Heir ſhall riſe 
Paternal Glories to outſhine, 
And be the greateſt of his Line. 


RECITATIVE. 


Jup. Shall then the Son of Saturn be undone, 
Like Saturn, by an impious Son ? 

Juſtly th' impartial Fates conſpire, 

Dooming that Son to be the Sire 
Of ſuch another Son, 

Conſcious of Ills that I have done, 
My Fears to Prudence ſhall adviſe, 

And Guilt, that made me preat, ſhall make me 

wile. 


A IR. 


The fatal Bleſſing J refign ; 


[Giving her to Peleus. 
Peleus, take the Maid divine: 


Jove conſenting, ſhe is thine : 


Thee fatal Bleſſing J reſign. 


RECE 


* 


RE CIT ATIVE. 


Pel. Heav'n had been loſt, had I been Fove ; 
There is no Heaven like mutual Love. 


A IR. 
J. to Pr. And thou, the Stars Interpreter, 
'Tis juſt I ſet thee free, 
Who giuſt me Liberty: 
Ariſe, and be thy ſelf a Star, 
'Trs juſt J ſet thee free, 
Who giv/t me Liberty. 


[The Vulture drops dead at 
the Feet of Prometheus; 
his Chains fall off, and he 
is borne up to Heaven with 
Jupiter, to a loud Flou- 
riſh of all the Muſick. 


AIR 


Pel. Fly, fly to my Arms, to my Arms, 
Goddeſs of Immortal! Charms ! 
To my Arms, to my Arms, fly, fly, 
G 406 of tranſporting Foy ! 
But to gaze 


On thy Face, 


3 2 f 
Thy gentle Hand thus preſſing, 
1s heav'nly, heav'nly Bleſſing, 

O my Soul! 3 
Whither, ub. tber art thou flying, 
Loft in ſiveet tumultuous Dying ; 
Whither, whither art thou ſiying, 

O my Soul ! | 


RECITATIVE. 


The. You tremble, Peleus—-So do I— 

Ah ſtay! and well together die. 
Immortal, and of Race divine, 

My Soul ſhall take her Flight with thine ! 
Life diſſolving in Delight, 

Heaving Breaſts and ſwimming Sight, 
Falt'ring Speech, and gaſping Breath, 
Symptoms of delicious Death ; 

Life diſſolving in Delight, 

My Soul is ready for the Flight. 


DO USE. 


| P. and T. O my Soul ! 

i Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
if Loft in fweet tumultuous Dying; 

5 Whither, <wbhither art thou flying, 

if O my Soul ! | 


C H O- 


3 


CHORUS. De OR 


When the Storm 1s blown over, 
How bleſt is the Swain, 
Who begins to diſcover 
An End of his Pain ! 


FINIS. 
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